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^^I've read a lot of stories in CREEPY, but 
this one tops them all! 9 9 



PARENT'S BEST 

Bo/1 Issue "30 was youi 
best one since <fl6. To start 
with. Bill Hughes did a fan- 
tastic cover, Hai/e him and 
Frazetta do all your covers 
from now on. The issue was 
Parentes best effort for 
Warren lo date. I t>ope he re- 
peats himself In issue »31. 
BOB STRAUSS 
St. Petersburg, Fla. 

COMPLAINT DEPARTMENT 

Issue «30 was superb. The 
art and script on each story 
was wonderful. Especially 
"PIECE BY PIECE.'' Joe Or- 
lando and Archie Goodwin are 
superb, I like CREEPY best of 
ail your magazines and will 
continue to buy it all the tirne. 
One complaint: I can't always 
find CREEPY m the store that 
sells it, I missed issues <>28 
and "29 

TOMMY SALISBURY 
Neptune, N.J. 



t, 



There's a coupon on this 
page to solve your problem. If 
you have trouble finding us on 
your favorite newsstand, put 
the dealer's address on the 
coupon and we'll see what we 



can do. Trust your old Uncle 
to have a few tricks of per' 
suasion up his sleeve! 

BRIGHT IDEA 

I've got an idea which I'd 
like to see happen in CREEPY, 
Since you've already had a 
writing contest, why not have 
one for the people in the other 
category, namely — drawing? 
You could have contestants 
enter their art for a first prize. 
The pnie could be something 
like having his picture on the 
cover. I think this would give 
an opportunity for people on 
both sides of the line. 

BRANT WITHERS 
Camarillo, CaL 

IS TV READY 

I lust finished reading 
CREEPY «30 and I really en- 
joyed it. I wish you had a show 
on TV, Id watch it all the time. 
After I finish reading your 
magazine, my dad likes to read 
It, too. The cost IS going sky- 
high Some stores hardly ever 
have your magazine. I used to 
be able lo buy every issue, but 
now I can hardly ever get it. I 
like your covers and your 
stories. 



THE BEST IS IN BACK 

You're slipping, Unc. Issue 
«30 wasn't what I usually ex- 
pect from you. The cover looks 
like something (rom a cheap 
magazine. Bill Hughes did a 
great Job on VAMPIRELLA "2, 
but what happened on CREEPY 
#30? Sutton's Loathsome Lore 
was OK, "THE MIND OF THE 
MONSTER" had great art and 
the script was good, but every- 
thing seemed to happen so 
fast that I finished the story 



usually don't care much for 
Ernie Colon's art. but I did 
this time. "DROP IN" had 
great art. Sutton always does 
fantastic work And the ending 
of the story was (antabutous! 
I began to read "THE HAUNT 
ED SKY," and it looked like a 
good one. but the ending was 
a disappointment. All in all, it 
was a good Issue, I've noticed 
lately that bit by bit, CREEPY 
Rets bener and better toward 
the back. I've also noticed 
shorter stories of six pages tn 
shortness. In this issue, only 
one was eight pages and only 
one was seven. You could do 
with less ads and longer 

JACK AGUGLIARO 
Niagara Falls, N.Y. 



GOOD FORECAST 

Issue *30 was a pretty fair 
effort, but nothing to die over. 
In retrospect, compared to 
some of the other garbage you 
liave fed us. I suppose it was 
worth swallowing. A little hard 
to digest, though. Over the 
past few years. I have per- 
ceived a gradual deterioration 
in your magazine. But cheer 
up! My clairvoyant and tele 
pathic mind forecasts that 
prosperity will arhve. This 
monster fanatic did, however, 
hat an eye at issue «30- The 
stones were actually intriguing 
enough tor me to raise and 
lower my goggles. I hope this 
is encouraging, old Wart Face, 
because it is one of my highest 
compliments. Just bear in 
mind. Creep, stick with me and 
you've got it made. What? I 
don't know, but you've got 
something. 

STEVEN HARVEY 
New Carrollton, Md, 



1 thre 



lutes. 
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IS YOUR NEWSSTAND WITH IT? 



\1 you can't find CREEPY or EERIE or VAMPIRELLA on your 
favorite newsstand, hero's something you can do alwut it. 
Just till out this coupon to let us know where that backward 
newsstand is. We'll see that they get with it 



: Tliii store naedt (chtch on«) CflEtfT D EERIE D VAMPIRELLA D: : 

; Store's Name 

: SUre'i Addren 

: dty SUIe 1 Zip 

i M«;l r^..^^^ »- CREEPY NEWSSTANDS 

. moil LOUpOn to: a L tin Slr»l, New York. NY. 10017 [ 



What I've got has puzzled 
medical science for centuries. 
Sounds Id me like you'r« 
catching it. too. 

SPINE TINGIER 

"THE HAUNTED SKY" in 
your issue «30 was pretty 
spine tingling. It seemed so 
real. I thought I was there! I've 
read a lot of stories In 
CREEPY, but this one tops all 
of them. I like the way Archie 
Goodwin made it a!) seem so 
real, Like the way he made 
the ghosts of the enemies from 
World War II and Korea seem 
wailing for him He describes 
the voices of the ghosts so 
well. I could practically hear 
them talking. I also have to 
admire the work of Roger 
Brand who works to the small- 
est detail, I am 13 years old, 



and I say that "THE HAUNTED 
SKY" was the Ijest story I've 
ever read. Please keep up the 
good work. 

STEVE GREEN 
Beverly Hills. Cal. 

GOOD HABIT 

I've gotten into the habft of 
reading your book before go- 
ing to my coffin at night. 
Those corny jokes of yours 
can just ruin a good story. 



How I 



you going to 



pick on those old ' ,_. 

Frankenstein type stories? I'd 
like to place an ad: "Night- 
mares Wanted," 

DAVID KING 
Wichita, Kansas 
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Are you joking? Our ad-' 
vertlsers are willing to pay a 
lot of money for ads like that. 

VERY STRANGE 

CREEPY *30 was a very 
strange issue Strange in many 
ways! Surpnsingly, it had a 
very good cover. And a very 
good Loathsome Lore, too. It 
had an expanded letters col- 
umn. It had four lousy stories 
and three good ones (the good 
ones were: "THE HAUNTED 
SKY." "THE RIVER," and "OR 
JEKYLL'S JEST.") And it had 
a longer Fan Club section. All 



'orth t 



■ extra 



dime we have to pay for every 
issue. Don't you think it's 
worth 50c for Loathsome Lore, 
two letters pages, two fan club 
pages and seven stories by the 
world's greatest artists and 
writers? 

DAN WILDER 
JupHer, Fla. 

Sure. I think so. I'd like 
to hear from a few thousartd 
others who agree with us. 

A DISASTER 

disastrous issue »30. It was a 
heartbreak after »29 and cer- 
tainly wasn't worth the 50c I 
dished out for it, I have every 
issue since "S, and intend to 
keep reading CREEPY, But not 
if you continue shelling out 
stories like you did for Issue 
«30. 

DAVID CAMPOPIANO 
Providence, R,l. 

FOLLOW UP LETTER 

I just read Paul Dyroffs let- 
ter in your issue b30. I nod- 
ded my head In agreement 
with everything he said (ex- 
cept that he excluded Angelo 



^ tissue #30 was the best I've ever read. The cover 
was unbelievable.99 



Torres and Al Williamson from 
his list of great CREEPY ar- 
tists). Then I read your reply 
and my heart jumped out of 
my cliest. Stake and all. There- 
fore, I have one question that 
I really want you lo answer: 
Are you getting your old artists 
back? I'm telling you, if you 
did, I'd pay a dollar (or more, 
even!) tor your magazine. I 
agree emphatically with Mr. 
Dyroff that you should cut 
down on reprints. There were 
three in tssue #30. Tom Sul 
ton's art in "DROP IN" wasn't 
up to his usual standard. What 
ever happened to the great 
work he did in "NO FAIR," and 
"IMAGE IN WAX"? One artist I 
recommend you hang on to is 
Carlos Prunes. I think his art 
has a style of its own. It's a 
cross between Torres and 
Crandall. The pictures of 
Vampirella on pages 20 and 
21 were really cool. She looks 
like the kind of vampire you'd 
like to get to know better. Were 
they drawn by Frazetta? In the 
left-hand corner of page 21 
was a picture by Reed Cran- 
dall. Is he a VAMPIRELLA reg- 
ular? If so, I'll get a subscrip- 
tion! The cover of issue "30 



was a real bomb. Get Frazetta 
or Gray Morrow to do your 
cowers from now on. I have 
finally found a drugstore that 
carries CREEPY. I'll be looking 
for my letter in a future issue 
AARON ALBRECHT 
Hyattsville, Md. 



The VAMPIRELLA drawing 



t 



that appeared in the ads for 
the first Issue was done by 
Frank Frazetta, Frank painted 
the one in the middle of page 
21, too. You can start looking 
for your old fa uo rites In 
CREEPY. You'll find their work 
in EERIE and VAMPIRELLA, 
too. We're always trying to 
round up tl)e best artists and 
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writers for you. And that in- 
cludes the best of the new as 
well as your old favorites. 
We've also eliminated reprints. 
If you see a story you espe- 
cially like, you'd better hang 
onto it because it probably 
won't be printed again (except 
perhaps in an Annual). A let of 
readers have said they'd like 
to get to know Vampirella bet- 
ter. I know her well enough 
now and I don't think she's so 
great. 



No artist could e 
But Bill Hughes 
VAMPIRELLA #2 



;r replace Frank Frazetta as a cover 
. fantastic! His covers on CREEPY ' 
re unbelievable. Hughes is good. 



WHERE'B YOUR LETTOir 

Now wa'ua got niOM 
space to print them, we M- 
pect you to start sending ua 
more letters to print. Post- 
cards, too. Tell us what you 
think. About the stories, tlw 
art, the world in general, 
Tell your old Uncle what's 
bothering you. And what's 
pleasing you. Sand your 
mail to: 

UNCLE CREEPY 
22 East 42nd Street 
New York, N. Y. 10017 




CAM Your mailman take iTf??f 

SURE HE cm! AUD fOU CAN PROVE IT FOR youRSELF JUST 
WAIL THIS COUPON FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS To ANY OF THE TERRORIFIC 
WARREN MASAZINES, THEN RELAX. YOUR MfilMAH WILL DO 
THE REST. yoUR WAGS WILL ARRIVE SAFE IN A STRONG 
ENVELOPE ...AND /OLCLL PIE OF PLEASURE" 




n 6, ISSUES tj.OO 
a 12 ISSUES (S.OO 



□ 6 ISSUES H.OO 

□ 12 ISSUES*5.00 



n 6 ISSUES *S.OO 
□ 12 ISSUES *5.00 



WARREN PUBLISHING CO. 
22 EAST 42NP STREET 
NEW YORK, H.i. 10017 



I ENCLOSE *- 



□ 12 ISSUES *fc.00 

□ 2A ISSUES*I0.00 

. FOR A SUBSCRIPTION 



TO. 



-AS INDICATED ABOVE. 



NAME ._ CITY 

ADDRESS STATE ZIP CODE 

CiN CAfJAPA, ANDOurstOE rf/£ O.S,^ PtEASE APO *f.0O TO All RATES) 




THE STORY BEHIND THE STORY OF 



Frank Frazetta, Harlen Elli- 
son, Neal Adams; Anyway you 
measure it, this trio represents 
a magnitude of artistic and writ- 
ing talenl. ROCK GOD — starting 
on the following page — is a 
stiowcase ot their combined 
creativity. 

Frazelta started it off last 
summer when he walked into 
our offices carrying a large ma- 
nila envelope. We weren't ex- 
pecting Frank that day, and we 
certainly weren't expecting him 
to open that envelope and sur- 
prise us with a cover painting 
(see inset). A few weeks 
earlier Har:an Ellison, a Holly- 
wood science fiction writer 
with a highly developed sense of 
imagination — and a lover of 
comic art — expressed interest 



ROCK 




in writing a story based on the 
next Frazetta cover, Ellison is 
also a fan of another Creepy 
contributor— artist Neal Adams. 
We asked Neal lo illustrate 
Harlen's story. Neal (his last 
work for us appeared in VAM- 
PIRIELLA #1} enthusiastically 
agreed to the project. 

Ellison was then sent a photo- 
copy of the original Frazetta 
painting (our cover this issue); 
soon we received Harlen's short 
story ROCK GOD — which was 
sent to Neal for breakdown into 
comic format and finished art. 
Another of our top pro's — BEN 
ODA — did the lettering. Neal 
Adams did the portraits (includ- 
ing his own) of the 3 contribu- 
tors, shown below . . . 



Ellison: 

"My work Is 

writing. It's 

also my 

pleasure. 

I'm 35/ and 

have this 

portrait on 

my wall; 

I keep 

getting 

younger, 

but the 

portrait Is 

decaying 

hideously." 



Frazetta: "My first love Is 

comic art. Probably always will 

be. Men who've inspired me. 

Michael Salanga, Hal Foster — 

both truly great artists. 

My second love Is drawing 

the female form. Can't you tell? 

Altho, some days I'd rather be 

playing baseball for the 

Yankees." 




Adams: I guess I'm really 3 different 

people ... a quiet, serious student of 

good literature & art; also a guy who 

loves to draw pictures and convey ideas jiL\ 

through the comic medium. /^ ' 

The third Adams produces storyboards -^^^' 

for television and illustrations for 

N.Y. ad agencies. Someday "all 3 of us" 

will work on a project we'll all enjoy." 



Mo, 



--OF TREE LIMBS 
AND BRANCHES 
WERE 3E.TOK 
FIRE, THE BOUND 
HUMAN SACRI- 
FICES JN THEIR 
PEPTH5 SHRIEK- 
ING AS THEV 
BUPNEP. THEN 
THE NiaSJ 
SHAPOW MEN, 
WHOM HISTOR/ 
WOULP CALL 
THE LAST 
BKDNZE AGS. 
PEOPLE, THE 

nfessfx 

DREW THEIR 
ANIMAL- 
HIDE 
CLOAKS 
ABOUT 
THEM 



floist shadow men sans there. a strange 
song of dark colors. two pure white bulls 
Were brought, and ritual purification was 
achievep by cutting their throats. then the 
white eoat, whose blood was sipped from 
its severed, dripping heart. then the 
immense man -like rgures 



AND THE/ MOVED 
WITHIN THE CIRCLE 
OF STANDING 
O-CLDPEAN STONES 
AND LINTELS. jWOVED 
WITHIN THE DARK 
CIRCLE OF STONE- 
HENGE, AND SWAYED 
BACK AND FORTH, 
MURMURING 
THEIR PRAVERS. 




ART BY NEAL ADAMS/STORY BY HARLAN ELLISON 



KaKEP, COiO SOCOLP IN THE WINTER WIND, THE GREAT PRIEST STOOP ON THE ALTAR STONE, ANP 
HUN& POWN HtS A(?MS ANP LET HIS HEAP PROOP FORWARC, ANP INVOKE P THE LOFTIEST THELOWEST 
PRAYER TO PIS. 




/\nP the priests KNEELED TO THE GIRL WHO SMILEP ANP WHOSE MOIST 
WOUTH SILENli-y BEGGEP FOR CLIMAX AND TMEV PlP THINGS TOMER AND 
THEN CARRIED THE MEAT TO THE ALTAR STONE, lAriNG IT AT THE FEET 
OF THE GREAT PRIEST. WHILE THE WORSHIPPERS SWAVEP AfJD INVOKED 




l/ARKNESS FLOWEP AS THE SOUNDS OF GREAT HEAVlNGS iN THE ROC<S GREW lOUDER. THEN PIS CAME. SREAT. 
PARK DIS CAME. THEY STAREP THROUSH THE MASSIVE ARCHWAY TOWARP THE HEEL STONE . THE FIRST FAINT 
GLIMMER OF SUNRIS& SPtASHEP ITS POLISHEP POME , ANP THE HEEL STOME BEGAN TO CHANGE . 




Pis came FROM THE EARTH THAT WAS His FLESH , THE ROCK THAT WAS HIS BONE , THE STONE THAT WAS HIS HOME Hl^ 
ESSENCE. THE SUNRISE CEASEP. NIGHT CAME AGAlM, WASHING UP OUT OF TKE EARTH, ANP THE WORLP WENT PARK. 




Th^E HEEL STONE SHIFTEP SHAPE AND GREW, ANP 
RISING FROM THE INANIMATE STONE PIS TOOK! FORM . 
HAIRLESS FLESH AS SOLI P AS MOUNTAINS. TRILOTHONS 
SARSEN STONE, SLAUGHTER STOWE, LINTELS, BLUE 
STONE HORSE SHOE...FEP THE BODY OF PIS WITH THEIR 
SUBSTANCE, ANP HE GREW. MASSIVE, ENORMOUS, 
RISING INTO THE NIGHT GREATER THAN THE STONES. 
TWO HUNDRED, THREE HUNPREP FEET, TOWERING OVER 
THE AWE ANP SUPPLICATING WESSEX PEOPLE. 




J)lS, ROCK GOD, riAP 
COME AGAIN AS HE HAP 
COME ONE HUNDRED 
YEARS BEFORE, AND 
ONE HUNDRED YEARS 
BEFORE, AND ONE 
HUNPREP YEARS 
BEFORE THAT. 

\V0RPS BROUGHT HIM, NEEPS BROUGHT HIM. FEAR OF AOT" BRINGING HIM FORTH FROM HIS OWN BODY THE EARTH 
HAD BROUGHT HIM. NOT BECAUSE HE PROMISED LIFE AFTER DEATH, SALVAT(OM,OR HARVESTS AND PLENTIFUL RAiM' 
PIS WAS NOT A GOP OF PROMISE . HE WAS CALLED FORTH BECAUSE HE WOULP COMEj CALLED OR NOT. BECAUSE 
HE WAS DIS, ANP HIS BOP/ WAS THE VERyGRDUNP THE/ WALKED, BECAUSE IT WAS NECESSAR/ FOR HIM TO STRIPE 
THE WOPLP ONCE EVERY CENTURY. THERE WAS NO HUMAN EXPtANATION FOR HIS NEEP, HE WAS PIS IT WAS 
REASON ENOUGH. 




SuPPEMLV THE YOUNG ACOLVTE - 
PRIEST,.. WHO COULP NOT WAIT 
FOR SUCCESSION, WHO LUSTED 
AFTER POWER AOW... BROKE FROM 
THE MASS OF DARK PRAYING SHAPES 



The sreat priest fearec to look ui^ but his worps Were to 
his gop, to assure hlm the life of all his peoplt woulpbe 
spent protecting the houest of holies, 



GREAT PIS, 
WE HAVE SERVEP 

VOU FOR 

CENTURIES.' tJoW 

WE ASK A 

SO0h4. 



\ 




I 



MA&, 
PEMAWP FOR. 
yOUK FAITHFUL 
OMES WHO 
PLEPSE TO 
PROTECT yOUR 
SLEEPING 

SOUJ- 

THE BOOM 

OF... 



r[oN£ EVER 
KWEW WHAT 
TOKEN THE 
ACOLYTE mSHT 
HAVE PEMAKPEP 
TO f?AlSE HIM- 
SELF TO A 
POSITION OF 
POWER. THE 
ROCK GOP 
REACH EP 
DOWN ANP 
PARKNESS 
FLOWEP FROW 
HIS TALONEP 
FINGERS. 
BLACK FIRE 
CONSUMED 
THE ACOLYTE 
(N AN INSTAHT, 




AMD THE PILLAR OF BLACK FIRE SPARKLED UPWARP, THiNfJEP, BECAME A LANCE- L^^E NO MAN COULD 
/'/.. • LOOK INTO. THEN PIS HURLED THE BLACK FIRE INTO THE GROUND, WHERE IT BURNED THROUGH ANP 
*iufi> COULD BE SEEN TO SHIMMER. THE SOUNP OF MAG'S SOUL SHRIVELING WAS A TREMBLING, TERRIBLE JWfiO. 





Them pis FLOV/EP back into the earth, the rocks became rocks once more, amp AtU THAT REMAlfJEP WAS 
THE POVi/ER STONE AT THE FEET OF THE SREAT PRIEST, WHO SHIVEREP ANP SPASMEP FROM THE NEARNESS 
OF THE GOO'S VEHSEAhlCE . THERE WAS A NEW (iOCii IM STONEHENGE. IH ITS SURFACE WAS IMPRlNTEC? THE 
A4EMOR/ OF WAG. FOREVER HE WOULP UVE IN PAlH, PEAP INSIPE. THE ROCK, FOREVER SLACkLy BLJRNlN<5 

iN asony. thev Took the. wote amp kept it holiest of holies, and pis slept. 



PIS HAP SEPARATED 
HIMSELF SEVEN 
TIMES ANP ONE 
MORE- TO LET 
HIS FLESH SLEEP ' 
WITH MIS SOUL 
WAS TO PERMIT 
THE CHANCE OF 
PESTRUCTIOU. HIS 
SOUL SLEPT WITHIN 
THE BLACK MOTE 
OF STONEHENGE. 
FRO«A SEVEN 
UNEARTHLY RlSINSS 
HAP COME SEVEN 
STONES TO MATCH 
THE MOTE. THEY 
CAME TO 6E 
KNOWN TO THE 
WORLP AS THE 
SEVEN STONES 
OF POWER FOR 
PIS KNEW A SOP 
EXISTS ONLY IF 
THERE ARE 
BELIEVERS; AND 
AS HE MUST 
SLEEP, FOR 
REASONS kNOW^J 
ONLY TO GOPS, 
HE MUST LEAVE 
BEHIMP A lEGACY 
FOR LEGEND, 
BY WHICH HE 
WOULP BE 
REiWEMBEREP. 




THE STONE OF 
SCONE THAT CAME 
FROM SCOTLANP 
ANP MOW LIVEP 
BENEATH THE 
CORONATION CHAIR 
IN WESTMINISTER 
ABBEY. 



THE GREAT 
RELIGIOUS SYMBOL 
OF ISLAM, THE 
BLACK STONE 
IN MECCA , 




THE LOST STONE 
OFSOIOMONTHAT 
HAP VANISHEP 
FROM PALESTINE 
AND WHICH WAS 
SAID TO BE THE 
MOST IREASUREP 
POSSESSION OF 
THE DAL I LAMA 
IN LHASSA. 



THE WELSHSTONE 
OF CHANGE 
'PLINTH' THAT 
HAD LAST BEEN 
KNOWN TO RESIDE 
AT THE VACANT 
SEftT OF ARTHUR'S 
ROUND TABLE. 



ANP THEAMIPA 
OF DAIGUTSU, 
THt: fiREAT 
SUPDHA, IN THE 
BACKED TEMPLE 
OF KOBE IN 
JAPAN -THAT-WAS 



lESEND AND THE WAYS OF MEN KEPT 
THE KOH-I-NOOR THESE POTENT STONES SECRETED. YET 
PIAMOND WHICH THERE WERE CHIPS, ANP BITS, AND FROM 
THE PERSIANS WfiM CAME THE GREAT SEAL OF 

CAILEP THE SOLOMON, THE SILVER CRESCENT OF THE 

MOUNTAIN OF GREAT ANTHREX, THE TALISMAN OF 

LIGHT SULEIMAN THE MAGNIFICENT, ANP THE 

CIRCLE OF ISIS. PUT THE/ COUNTED FOR 
LITTLE, DESPITE THEIR IMMENSE POWER 




This is what happenep to the buack soul mote, but his mapness pip not peter the teppible peath 
't was dug up by one who came in the night anp that came to him the. flesh stripped from his 
was map. anp so, map, he was not afraip, bopx anp eatetg 0y things only r^rtiaur hippem 




BUT HE HAD ALREAP/ TRAPEP THE MOTE TO ONE OF THE EGYPTIAN LOST IT TO A PHOENICIAN AND HE U. 

MINOAN CRETE, THAT ONE RA55ED IT FOR SREAT TURN, LOST IT IM A GAME OF CHANCE THAT TOOK 

WEALTH TO A THINKER OF MVCENAEAW GREECE OF WHOM ALL HE OWNER AS WELL AS HIS LIFE 
IT WAO TAKEW IN RANSOM 6V A PPlEST OF ISIS, 




FROM HAND TO HANP it TRAVELED, DOWN THROUGH 
THE CENTURIES, WITH DEATH AND SHAPES IN THE 
NIGHT FOLLOWING ITS JOURNEY, A THOUSAND 
HANDS, A THOUSAND MEN. TILL IT FOUND ITS WAY 
TO THE HAND OF AN ADVENTURER WHO ALSO 
WORKED IW SILVER. 



HE CiEAMEP IT ANP POLISHED IT AND MOUNTED IT 
THEN WOMEN OWNEP IT. AND EACH WOMAN 
BECAME FAMOUS. THE NAMES ARE LEGEND, 
BUT ALWAYS THEY COVETED MORE, AND FINALLY 
REAPED THEIR REWARDS IN BLOOD 



^HE SOUL MOTE CAME ACROSS ANOTHER OCEAN WHERE 
IT WENT FROM THE TREASURE HORPE3 OF OSMAhJSKI 
COSSACKS TO THE COFFERS OF POtIGH NOBLEMEN, FROW 
THE DOWERIES OF PARISIAN e?eMIMOfJPAl/^£S TO THE 
CHAMOtS GOlD- SACKS OF EMcSLlSH VirARS, FPO« THE 
POCKETS OF CUTPUCSES TO THE NEW WORLP. AND THERE 
n RASSES FROM BROOCH TO PENPAtJT, FROM RING TO 
LAVALIERE ... AND WAS LOST, 

...AND WAS FOUNp: 

By A CROATIAN WORKMAN WHO HAD NO IPEA WHAT IT WAS 
ANP THREW IT WITH A SPADEFUU OP REFUSE, INTO THE 
HOLLOW CENTER OF THE CORNERSTONE OF A SREAT 
SKYSCRAPER 





^NP THE BUILPIN© ROSE ONE 
HUNPREP ANP FIFTEEN STORJE5 
OVER THE SiEEPING SOUL OF 
THE GREAT ROCK GOP PIS, WHO 
KNEW THE TIME WAS APPPOACHlNS 



rtiGHJ HUNGCRUCIFItl? OUTSIPE THE NINETY-FIFTH FLOOK window Q|- hKANK t,ici/wiMN o ■-■rnt-t:, rrt: "lonr nm-r 
T>^E WEN IN THE ROOM BOTH ACCUSED STEPMAN. HIS MOUTH WAS DRY. HE ^;NEW TWO OF THESE SEVEN WERE DEATH - 
MEN WITH THE ORGANIZATION . BUT WHICH TWO?ALl SEl'EN HAP PARTNERED HIM IN THE CONSTRUCTIOK OF THE 

I STEDMAN BUILPING. 




HARM. TRUST, 

FRANK STEP/MAN, 

SAND IN THE 

CEMENT, QUITE 

A LOT OF SAND, 
SPECIFICATIONS 

CUT CLOSE TO 
THE LINE, QUITE 

CLOSE, A LITTLE 

JUICE TO THE 
SURVEVDRS, 

A LITTLE JUICE 
TO THE BUJLPING 

COMMISSION. 
A LITTLE JUICE TO 
THE COUNCILMEM. 
OVER-SUBSIPiZED. 

QVERSOLP. 
OVERWORKED. 
TRUST AND CHAUM . 
FRAfJK 5TEDMAN. 

IT WAS WORWNS 
THE WIDE BLUE 

EYES, THE 
STRONG CHIN. THE 
CAVALRY SCOUT 
RUGGEDNE5S. IT 

WAS WORKINe. 

tVWCff rtvo ARE 
PATCHED -INTO THE 

ORSAWIZATION? 
WORK^ MOUTH, 
WORK THIS MAN 
OUT OF THE EAST 
RIVER WHERE FISH 

EAT GARBASE. 



I HAD HAIFA DOlBti STRUCTURAU 
ENGINEERS lH HERE TODAY, WMOKNOW 

WHAT TO DO WITH THIS KINP OF SITU- 
ATIOM. NOW I'M NOT GOING TOTEll. 
YOU THAT WE'F?E OUT OF THE WOOPS,.. 
//&l, WE'VE GOT SOME POUGH SLEP- 
PING AHEAP OF US... BUT WERE fRtENOS 
THAT C0UMT5 FDR A LOT. WE'RE 
GOiNG TO HAVE TO. 




I AeREE,W?ANK./«fl«M(V7; 

I HAVE TO SPEAK TO VOU 




Have you £V£k wcwoshep Agocrr me uw£ of^EoF 

THeUfJP£AP7 ABOUT WHAT GOES OH IfJ THE COFFIN 
BUILT FOR TWOf LET ME TELL VOU.,. MIKIX)S 
S0KOL05 IS NT THE ONLY ONE WHO KNOWS THM., 





TO BE PERMAt-tESmy 
DEAP MUST BE 
WOMDERFUL 



AMSELS/ REST/ 
I WISH IT 
WERE TRUE/ 




Sltt I AMPe rr that 

NISHT. ANP /«!^ W££KS 
I CONVHueP TO MEET 
eW£N.T PIP NOr..F££P.., 
IHAU THAT riMB. INSTSAD, 
I F£U. IN LOVa..." 



THATMOKNIUS, JUSTBeFO/^ 
I PI£P FOg TUB PAY, I 
KNEW WHAT r COUIO PO' 



6WEH, 

WE 
CAH'T 



IF... IF I MAKE HBRIhtmWHAT 
ZAM, THEN VVe COULD BE 
TDSETHER THROUSHOUT 
ETERNIny.' 



THE NEXT NISHT; 

I RUSHEP TO HEU 

I^OOM." 



WHY... 
WHY, JOHN.' 



f^BLrr^L 


p. 


if JOHM.I 1 


l^moustrtJ 


i^v^ 


"^^«^j^^ 


^^F^ 


1 JW^ 


vr^^ 


LOVE JIP 


Jg /^^m 




|f^ 


THAT IS ^ar\ 


/ t 


WHV VVE )L 


■ ^ 


5MJ >C^ 


'^'^V.^Ktf 


NEVEK.^!^ 


* — ^^ 






Haw OOULP I TELL HER 
OUX HOME WOULPgEA 

e/!A)/e."' 



"lAT^I? WHEN GVJEN WAS 

. ,-.-,y(. 



PIBQ". 



..7D/VAKEOl/R\ 
eONPEIBRNAL'l 





SWEM...X. 
I WE... I WANT 

TO if-Ans^ yoo.' 



How SHXH flOULP HA kS 

7D eSTBCOOP OfJCESHE 

H/ASA l/AAVIRE/ SHE 

IVOUte Se THE SAME SO/^T 

OF EEKSONASMy tnCT/MS. 

SHCtVOULPge THESEPVa-li/E 

EOKM UNPER THE U6Hr/ 



"I coulpnt take E 

HER BLOOP" 



/>/ Selfish AS I 

1 ^/tVAS. I COUCPNT 
I 'I^DOOVi W/eH Tt> THAT 
SOIU- OF ETERNfTY. Z 
HAPTDLBAYEHER... 




ART BY MIKE ROVER/STORY BY DON GLUT 




A LIFE DEMANDED A LIPE, 
AND AMONS TMEM WALKED, 
HE, WHOSE PURPOSE IT 
WAS TO PUNISM 




WHEN ATUIEF WAS 
CAUSHT ATTEMPTJNG 
TO BREAK INTO A 
PUAROAH'S TOWS FOP 
THE PURPOSE OF STEAL- 
I NG ITS VAST TREASURES 
TME EXECLmONER WAS 
SUMMONED... 





OR WMEN THE U.6, 
CAVAURY WAS 
FORCED TO COPE 
WITM A DESERTER 
WHOSE COWARPLV 
ACTIONS RESULTED 
IN A TERRIBLE 
INDIAN WAR... 




you S6E. PHILLIP.. 

FOR TH0LI6ANCJS 
OF YEARS, AAAN 

WAS BEEN TAKINS 
TUE LIVES OF 
OTHER MEN IN 
HE NAME OF 



JUSTICE THEY CALL 
IT-BLIT NEVEHTMELESS 
MUKPeR/ MAO MURCtR 
IS MURDER WHETHER 
LEGAL OR ILLEGALI 
THEREFORE, PHILLIP... 



...He WHO GIVES LIFE/, 
REALIZING THflT CEPTTAIN \ 
EVIL MEN MUST BE DEALT 
WITH INSCME WAV,..WAS 

DECREED CAPtTAL 

PUNISHMENT BE DEALT 

WITH LOGICALLY! 




IF THEV EVER MAKE 

A MOVIE OUTA THIS 

AAESS.I GUESS 

\ THEY'LL CALL IT A 

/ GKiNNED PUCK/ 



^ ANC PMlL DIONT EVEN 
SO_GUIDO_VyENT_TO WEAR AN EXBCUTE- 



THE GAS CHAMBER. 
AND PHILLIP WENT 
ALONG FOR THE 
RIDE, EMI* 



TIV£ SUIT! LIKE I 
TOLD TME WARC7EN- 
GIVE THESE POOR 
JOES A BREAK I 





tisz 



Hi 



kiLi4 



"■■'•"*" *"" 



PINUPS FOR SALE! 



If you lave GIMT SUPER PIN-UPS, send for lhe» grtat 
goodies! The Frakenstein Poster (ielt) Js a full 6 laet 
tall, lor D(il) i2. All the rest of the posters on this page 
are 3'/: feel by 2Vz lEet, for only (1 each. All posters 
printed on heavy paper — perfect lor any wall in your 



LIFE SIZE 



FRANKENSTEIN 

PIN-UP 





lAHWOW wAlK^ -fi^e 



-fo-THe sAMe pesTiNA-fToM. 

Me UAS ft&EM POIMQ 
i\H3 FOR VfeiRS, AS IF ME 

WERE pevouiW 
AtreNpiMcS A ecHeouLEp 

fME L-iGRT^ (SO Ofa / ' 
■fHf siJ U LEAVES - 



ALONG -THE ^TftEETa, 
FOR TMP eyg^S CAM SEE 
UlM eVEM IN-TMe PARK 



* igtoMe ON, ggRgAM -TfeAM - SfZpAK TME CHAIMS VJMJCM MOLD you TO -ftJe 
^ fRESENtTAMP 30URMEV WITM Me IN-TO TMe FUTURE. pUT A^IPe 

Youp, wopee, vour fgars of predictiom amp see TWe egar oF 

^Auu possiece WORLDS. 

ivlo WARS, NO s-icKwees- wo cRiMe.' rn^ i-AwJa mers are just- 

l>^ PROc3ReS3 LEAPS pOf^WARD ANP THE pEOpLE UME IM SeCURlTV. 

Th^e ONLv PRICE you pav foraul -iwis i6 TMELoeg of youp. prwAcv / 

A WAIL or 





34 ART BY DAVID StCLAIR/ STORY BY NICOLA CUTI 



EEPV PAN CLUB.' 




We have poets among us! 
Michael Paumgardhen and 
Christopher Laube o( New 
York City say they were 
moved to poetry by issue 
029. And they hawe dedica- 
ted their poem to kindly old 
Uncle Creepy. 



Did you ever think, 

when a hearse rolls by 

That some day you and I 

must die? 

They put you In that terrible 

hack. 

And you get the feeling 

you'll never come back. 

They put you in 

an old brown box, 

And cover you up 

with dirt and rocks. 

It all goes well for 

about a week, 

And then your coffin 

begins to leakl 

The worms crawl in, 

the worms crawl out. 

In your stomach, 

and out your mouth. 

They bring their friends, 

and their friends, too. 

And you're a wreck 

when they finish with you. 

Such beautiful thoughts! 
I'm so choked up, I'm not 
■ure I can go on to the next 
item of business. Which is a 
strange story about a nature- 
lower and a supernatural 
louer. It was written for us by 
Paul J. DeBlasio of Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island. 



All the mortals — not the 
supernatural beings, but mor- 
tals — feared the crashing, 
horrendous thunder and the 
hideous streaks of lightning 
that (lashed across the night 
sky. Every man feared being 
struck by the lightning. But 
the rumbling and brilliant 
flashes were the fears of 
children. 

Young man Casey sensed 
a strong yearning for the 
company of a young lady 
that stormy night. He not 
only desired to speak with a 
female, but to entertain and 
40 




WHILE STROLLING THROUGH THE PARK one day In New Haven, 
Conn,, our friend Ken Smith says he was taken by surprise by 
a pair of roguish eyes. Not having a camera with him. Ken drew 
this picture of the beauty he met that day so we could all share 
the experience. 



flowed through his veins like 
fire. His head ached, his 
hands glistened with sweat. 
Very quickly, he threw on his 
coat and rushed out into the 
night. 

In his search, he passed 
a cemetery. There, standing 
at the gate was the most 
(beautiful girl Casey had ever 
seen. Her face was white. 
And very pale. Her slender 
body glistened in the brilliant 
flashes of lightning. She al- 
most seemed to glow. 

Her beauty tempted Casey. 
He ran tp her. He touched 
her arm. She didn't seem 
surprised as she stared at 
him with the trace of a smile 
on her pale lips, "Come with 
me," Casey said. "This 
weather is dreadful. Let me 
take you out of it." 

The young lady went with 
him. But as they walked, she 
kept repeating, "I love this 
weather, I'd rather stay out- 
doors," 



The lightning flashed, the 
thunder roared Casey began 
to feel a strange terror. But 
the girl kept smiling. They 
broke Into a run, and didn't 
stop running until they 
reached Casey's apartment. 

Casey felt contented for 
the first time in weeks. Then, 
suddenly, he pushed the 
young woman away from him 
and began screaming uncon 
trollably. He turned away and 
hurried toward the door. He 
felt as if he were dead. He 
could no longer stand the 
sight of the girl. He turned 
on her screaming, "Leavel 
Get out of here! I don't want 
to see you again. Everl" He 
buried his head in his hands. 
And when he looked up, the 
girl was gone. 

But on the floor, he saw 
a huge stone slab. Carved on 
it were the words, "Casey — 
Died June 5, 1909." 

But this was 1969. And 
there lay Casey, He was 
dead. Stone dead. All that 



terrible thunder, the hideous 
lightning — all were within his 
tortured soul. 

The mighty Casey struck 
out. did he? Ut that be a les- 
son to you. Don't got out In 
thunderstorms. You might 
catch your death. 

All right everybody, take 
five. On second thought, 
maybe you'd better rmt until 
after you've read this study 
in terror by Steve Casaw of 
Morris Plams, New Jersey . . . 



It IS unbearably hot in 
here and I think I'm dying. 
So I must hurty with my 
story . , . 

I can't tell how long ago 
it was, ■ ■ Ironic, isn't It? 
For someone who collecte 
timepieces to lose track of 
time. But there is no time 
here. It seems like an eternity 
ago that I passed a building 
I had never noticed before 
on a street I travelled every 
day, 

! stopped and looked in a 
window. Painted on the glass 
were the words, "Oddities 
and Curios." As I opened the 
door, a tiny tjell tinkled above 
my head. It was hot in there. 
Almost as hot as it is here. 
The shop was filthy. Every- 
thmg was covered with dust 
and cobwebs. And settled in 
the dust, on a shelf separa- 
ted from atl the others, was 
the most tieautiful. but odd- 
looking clock I had ever 

The design was futuristic. 
It was completely devoid of 
any ornamentation. The case 
looked like genuine platinum, 
exquisitely polished. There 
were no numtiers on the 
clock's face. Only two mag- 
nificently crafted hands. The 
face Itself also seemed made 
of platinum and the hands 
seemed to be of solid gold. 
Ttiere were no openings or 
seams anywhere. And there 
was only one button in the 
center of the back. 

It was plain this clock was 
worth thousands of dollars. 
Thousands I did not have. 
But I felt the urge any col- 



lector feels when he sees a 
rare geirt that must be added 
to his collection. I had that 
aching feeling that I must 
own this object, regardless 
what It cost. 

The tinkling of the bell had 
brought not a soul from the 
back of the dusty shop. All 
was silent. I looked through 
the back door. Then through 
the window. There was no 
one there. 

I stole the clock. 

Once outside the shop, I 
broke Into a run. I don't 
know why I panicked, but 1 
didn't stop running until I 
had gone for several blocks. 
By the time I had stopped, I 
had reached the woods be- 
yond town. Breathless, I sat 
down on a rock to inspect my 
treasure mora closely. En- 
graved around the knob on 
the back was an arrow facing 
clockwise. Without any hesi- 
tation, I turned the knob. 

At that moment, the sky 
suddenly turned a brilliant 
shade of orange. The woods 
around me were bathed in a 
deep red glow. And the rock 
beneath me turned freezing 
cold. 

Frantically, I turned the 
knob back m the opposite 
direction. As I did, 1 heard 
a blood-curdling scream that 
seemed to issue from the 
depths of the clock Itself, 
Then, the clock became burn- 
ing hot in my hands. I 
dropped It instantly. As it hit 
the ground, it exploded, fill- 
ing the air with its choking 
heat. And filling my heart 
with cold terror. The heat was 
overpowering, and the rock 
was my only sanctuary. Mov- 
ing quickly, I dropped back 
on the rock. My hand felt 
something strange on the 
surface. I stood up and gazed 
through waves of heat all the 
still-frozen rock. All became 
suddenly cleac to me here in 
this burning hell , . . 

And here I remain. The air 
Is like fire in my lungs. My 
eyes refuse to focus. The 
rock is becoming steadily 
hotter. And I can feel the last 
vestiges of my sanity falling 

I know why this fate has 
overtaken me. But I don't 
know if it can be adequately 





Ken Johnson of Madison, S,0. says this drawing of his repre- 
sents a cross between the Hippy invasion and the army worm 
invasion that crossed the nation's breadbasket together last 
summer. 



explained. This clock was not 
the first I had stolen. Money 
has always been short, and I 
had felt this urge to expand 
my collection many times be- 
fore. And just as many times, 
I had stolen clocks to satisfy 
that urge. 

What will become of me 
when death finally releases 
me from this hell? I cannot 
tell. Still, I am certain of one 
thing: The stealing of clocks 
has brought me to this end. 
This is beyond any doubt. 
What other reason could 
there be? For the large let- 
ters carved in the surface of 
the rock on which I tremble 
clearly says: "Thou Shalt Not 
Steal." 

Next time somebody tells 
you that you should "take 
your time," I hope you re- 
memt>er Steve Casaw and his 
tale of what can happen to 
people who do. 

Did you ever stay late'at 
the movies, then had to wa'k 
home alone in the dark. Fun, 
isn't it? Here's a story about 
a trip tike that. But this one 
didn't turn out to be much 
fun for the stroller. It was 
written by G. S. Boyd of 
Wichita, Kansas. He calls 
it.. , 



irS TO LAUGH, is it true f-at 
laughing vampires don't bile? 
George Hrycun of Niagara 
Falls, N.Y. thinks they do. 



I was walking down Seville 
Lane when I first noticed 
him, God only knows how 
long he had been following 
me, I had been to see H, B. 
Irving in the stage version of 
Robert Louis Stevenson's 
"The Strange Case of Doctor 
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde" at the 
Lanchester Theater in White- 
chapel, 

London at night is a 
ghastly thing to behold. The 
fog was especially thick that 
evening, and as I walked 
through the empty streets, 
listening to the hollow echo 
of my own footsteps, I could 
feel the dampness penetrat- 
ing all the way to the very 
marrow of my bones. All of 



London at that time was ter- 
rified at the atrocious reports 
of mutilation murders that 
had been occurring since 
August 3, 1S99. It was now 
August 23. 

For several blocks, I was 
struck by the feeling I was 
being followed. It had per- 
sisted for at least nine 
blocks. My persuer hadn't 
seemed to gain on me very 
much in that space, but It 
was still a bit discomforting 
to have such a feeling on a 
night like this. 

I walked another two 
blocks. He semed to be gain- 
ing on me now. It was at this 
time I got my first good look 
at him through the swirling 
mist. As he passed under a 
flickering gaslight, I could 
see his harsh, almost cruel 
features. It was then, too, I 
noticed the small black bag 
he had clutched In his right 
hand. Suddenly I rememb' 
ered the much-publicized mo- 
dus operandi of the famous 
Jack the Ripper, It was his 
habit to stalli young girls who 
were walking alone on the 
dark streets. As he passed 
near them, he would flash a 
sharp surgeon's scalpel, slit- 
ting them across the throat. 
Until now, his only victims 
had been young women. 
Then why was I worried? 
Certainly I was able to de- 
fend myself. And even if this 
were the dreaded Jack the 
Ripper, 1 was an unlikely 
victim. 

As these thoughts raced 
through my mind. I noticed 
an ever decreasing distance 
between my follower and my- 
self. If I could just make it to 
my flat, only eight short 
blocks away, I should be 
safe. 

But he kept coming closer. 
Now he was only twenty feet 
behind me. Now fifteen. Now 
ter. I became frantic. Could 
I defend myself against the 
sudden flash of a razor- 
sharp scalpel? I began to 
walk faster. And so did he. 
Now I could hear him chuck- 
ling to himself at my obvious 



show of fright. That evil glint 
in his eye and the broad grin 
on his twisted face told me 
what he had in mind for me. 
Then 1 saw it! One of the 
newly-installed telephones. 
There were only seven in all 
London. This one was a mere 
eight yards away . , , But 
could I make it to the booth 
In time? I broke into a run. 
He saw what I had in mind. 
He began to run too. Now he 
was opening that black bag. 
From it he pulled a deadly 
six-inch scalpel. He was t>e- 
ginning to raise iti Was there 
enough time left to make the 
safety of the telephone 
booth? His arm began to 
drop. I stumbled over a 
child's doll, t could see the 
blade glinting in the dim 
light. Then I felt a flash of 
searing pain. Blood began 
gushing from the wound. 
EEEEEEEEEEEE Yaaaaaahh 
hhhhhhhhhl 

The blade was still drip- 
ping blood as Inspector Rut- 
gers picked the instrument 
of death from between the 
stained cobblestones. As he 
held it aloft, he muttered. 
"It's the Ripper again," The 
contorted body lay sprawled 
in a large pool of blood at 
the side of the road. As the 
Inspector bent over the 
corpse, its eyes still widened 
in terror, he began searching 
for clues to the victim's 
identity. There were none ex- 
cept a torn stub of a ticket 
from Lanchester Theater in 
Whitechapel. 

And we all know what was 
the attraction at the theater 
that night, don't we fans? If 
there's any moral t>ere, it's 
probably a warning to stay 
away from the theater. Get 
your fun from your old Undo 
Creepy. 



Late last Pali, The New 
York Times reported there 
are at least 400 witches' 
covens in the U.S. A coven, 
they explained, consists of 
13 witches. The Times also 
told of a course at New York 
University on "Witchcraft, 
Magic and Sorcery." There 
are 125 students now en- 
rolled in the course. Although 
the term "warlock" Is tech- 
nically correct, for male 
witches, explained The Times, 
those in the Craft just use 
the term "Witch" (or witches 
of both sexes. 

Looks as though the trend 
lisex has reached the 





E^BR UeAfiP OF A TVIRSTy MACN/Ne? Ofi A FLUtP CCmPUTBKT PON' T TELL /^e OuK GHASTiY 

GAZETTBS AfiEMT BVE/? EPUCAVONAL , AS WE PtiESENT yOU THE , ., . 



THIS IS THE SILBCTI^ -ANALOG -LOi^lCAL 
OPBRATIVB . 5UT PON'T WO/iRV;7y'^T 
WH'TB^ ITS mMB FOR LONG 




42 ART BV TONY WILLIAMSUNE/STORY BY BILL WARREN 



50 I'Ai fif^AAiif you 

mt S. CIMKE, 

WILL B£ THE ONB TDSUFFEK 





t' * 



^■1 



% 



MAPPE-NEP.. 
WfWT- 



IflDDDIN$ MCK, and IHE 
IHOI^DR OF mATHEHAPPONE\ 
f SmPI Oi/£R HIM . 



vet-L msmvurroK a^/p FOR/ueK 

MAS/tfi. mATPOrW WWA <Jf 

tmrmsoftcf rtm cf:upBs.^■\.Xk% 
4*1 1 mrmpREssiVE ? /cwr jew/ 

i/*£ TUB IMPROVEMENTS I HAVE ^ 
MAOE IN MiPE5!GN •' .^^ »^,>-l4 

'no/ 

I WON'T 5tK/E 
NVLOMcTR' 




EUr kURT HAD RBCUONEP ffl-niOUT im \ MOllSXMB GOU ^ ITS TOO lAW .' Z NSEP » 
IUCMPIBLE FimEKe Of Pf£ COMPUTER. \TLL HBlPYOUHW BLOOP TONIGHT .' 



I'LL SWrKTH OFF 
THE ?OtiZ.^i >DLI'LI. 

pie; 



V I WNI< NOT, . 
Z HUMAN r^ 



,.^ 



^ 



^ 




l^A 



TfiB /mie^ ft^Tf/i& iVORKS 
PERFECTLi. . </^OTH!NG OV/ 





The LIFE BLOOD of any COLLECDOM 



you MISHT HAVE CKBEP/S MB BERieS PILED TO 
THE CEIUNS you MISKT EVEN HAVE THE ISSUE 
NU/A6ER ONE OF THE Sy/«>' SAZBTTB BUryoUR I 
COLLECTION IS NO FUN AT ALL WITHOLrr 
VAIM>llieUA. 

SET WITH IT. SET THE FIRST TWO ISSUES NOW. 
WHILE IT'S STILL EASy JUST A^AlL THIS 
COUPON... 



n Special Advance copy of the next 
issneofVAMPIRElU(#5). Sent 
FIRST CLASS MAIL In a sealed 
envelope ()1) 



8mm HOME MOVIE ^, 

HORROR SHOCKERS r. 

ON FILM! = B 



u that you read about in the page 



of FAMOUS MON 

" run them 




SON OF KONG 





BAT MEN $6.95 

OF AFRICA 

After msny brosth- 

with lions, tavagas, 
and Bat Men, Clyde 
BeaHy and friends 
survivs the tai-rlfying 
earthquake that ds- 
va states the lost 
Africancity of Joba, 



HUMAN 
MONSTER 

Bela Lugosi stars in 
this grant Edgar 
Wallace chiller. Two 
rseli (^CX) feet of 





200 foot real 

$6.95 

400 foot reel 

$10.95 



Mighty JOE 
YOUNG 




FRANKENSTEIN'S DAUGHTER ... horror bo- 



HIGHLIGHTS OF HORROR.. . Kenes from 
PHANTOM OF THE OPERA, HUNCHBACK OF 
NOTRE DAME AND THE CAT AND THE 
CANARY tS.95 



TEflHOR OF DRACULA NOSFERATU . . . The 1 
Driginal Dracula. 400 f«el ol lllm <2 nts) 1 

sia.95 1 


MISSLE TO THE MOON. 


. Hflhnien an tht 
55.95 


MIDNIGHT AT THE WAX MUSEUM . 

■nd suipenM 


■?1 

f5.95 ■ 


MBIHHHHHBHBHHIHMHBaiHHHHI 



I G THE INVISIBLE GHOST (15.95) 

I D HIGHLIGHTS OF HORROR (15.95) 

I r TERROR OF DRACUIA {110.95) 

■ C FRANKENSTEIN'S DAUGHTER (15.95) 
I G SHE-MONSTER OF THE NIGHT (t5.95) 

■ L MISSIE TO THE MOON ($5.95) 
' G THE VAMPIRE BAT (J5.95) 

' D THE CHAMBER OF HORRORS (S5.95) 



, . SON OF KONG (J6.95) p"o. Bo< !9B7, Gr.n'tt Csnl. 

G MY SON THE VAMPIRE (iG.95) "'" '""*' "'" '"'' """' 

G THE HUNCHBACK OF NOTRE DAME (J6,95) ^'"" '"'' ""• "" *"" 

_! BAT MEN OF AFRICA {J6.95) * """ "' '"'*'* 

[j THE MYSTERIOUS DR SATAN ($6.95) 

G THE MYSTERIOUS OR. SATAN (J10.95) ^mt 

G THE THING (S6.95) uimUS 

D HUMAN MONSTER ($11.95) ciTY „ 



D MIDNIGHT AT THE WAX MUSEUM ($5.95) G MIGHTY lOE YOUNG ($6.95) 



»ATE..,. 



5alutation&, amMco/CTS.' this celluloid story concerns two 

VOUNQ CAME/»[C>eS WHO MAKE THEIR OWN FmaHT FILMS,! EACH 
WANTS TO BE A DIRECTOR, BUT ONE ENDS UP A... 




AW, THAT PICTURE WAS PUNK 
ALL THE WAVI THE MONeTER WAS 
PHONV AND THE GUY AND HIS 
GIRLFRIEND WERE t'VNKi^ 
KI&SIN'.' 





GEE, SON! WHEN I LOANED 
VOU MY CAMERA, I NEVER 
THOUGHT YOU WOULD SE 
ABLE TO PRODUCe AMY" 

THiNG n/saoop! 



•■^ WELL, I THINKTHE 
SUBJeCT MATTB? 

15 AWFUL! BUT I 
HAVe TO ADMIT 
THAT you MADE h 
BiMiR MOVIB THAN 
I IMAGINED YOU 
COULD/; 



54 




I FINISHED MV MOVIE, 

mo IT'S Berrea 
TMAN youifs , 




' VERY GOOD, B08BV; J 
BerrER THAN WE^ 

1 HOPED fok; 




' IT WAS A UITTL6 CM/LDHH, BUT^ 
I THE MAKE-UP WAS GOOD A^4D 
' ABOVE ALL, VOU TREATED THEj 

MOA/sreifs 



AND THATfe THE 
M06T IMPORTTANT 
THING IN ^HORflOK) 

Movien 



W.-WELU, IF you REALLV '^H 

>»«4Vr TO/ I'LL STAND V 

HECF AND 3U&T EXPLAIN^B 

WHArS CiOING ON 'i J^H 


\ 1 ^^^^^^ 


%M 


^^^^^^M 


fr^/Lll 


^^^^k^iLA 




THE &HOUU RUNS INTO FRANKENSTEIN'S MONSTER/ 



HE KNOWS HE CAN'T fl£Ar UP THE MONSTER 




~~^L~3W 




Iw^^^^^ 




IB^liK 









...SOTHEGHOUU 
tAUB HI5 

PROTECT I 





' BILLY GRAHAM/STORY BY KEN OIXON 



/HE STATION STAREP BACK AT HER' QUIET 
UNRELENTING... IT NEVER FLINCHED, NEVER 
BLINKED, JUST STAREP.' SHE HELD HER 
BREATH TO MAKE THE SILENCE COfWRLETE 




NOW, I'LL TAKE YOU BY TROLLEV 
TO HALF MOON JUNCriON,' 

THERE YOU CATCH A ^ DO YOU 

TRAIN JO BRiGHT FALLS \dO EVERYTHING 

WHERE YOU GET THE / AROUND HERE 

EXPRESS TO N£W VO/^K/iBV YOURSELF^ 




Straining every fibre of his flesr he manages to pull the body for almost a 
wile along the abandoned tracks... deep into the dark forest where he 
carries his prey towarp a marooned trolley car forgotten by all but 

, HIMSELF.. 



l^i 



CQe REMEMBEf?S HOW PROUD HE WAS THAT FIRSTL 
DAY.' ONLY NINETEEN, ALL POLISHED IN HIS NEW 
CONDUCTOR'S UNIFORM, RIDING THE CLANGING, 
MARVEL OF POLISHED COPPER AND CHROME, 
SHINING. GLEAMING LIKE A BRIGHT NEW PENNY 
IN THE SUN.' BESSY, THE ELECTRIC TROLLEy CAR' 
THEIR YEARS TOGETHER RACED BX-THEY TOLD 
HIM SHE WAS OBSOLETE.., SHE WOULD HAVE TO 
BE SCRAPPED... HE COULDN'T LET HER DIE.' 



I St cost a lot TO BUY HER BUT IT WAS 
WORTH IT.' ISN'T ANY BEAUTIFUL WOMAN 
WORTH WHATEVER PRICE YOU PAy.= HER 
GLEAM HAD FADED... HER BELLS HAD 
RUSTED... BUT SHE WAS THE SAME BESS... 
EVER FAITHFUL,.. EVER WAITING ON THOSE 
TRACKS FOR HIS VISITS TO FINP HER.' tT 
WASN'T FAIR TO BE TOGETHER SO LONG 
AND ALONE WHEN IT ENDED.' THEV WOULD V 
RIDE TOGETHER INTO DEATH.' 



^/^M^r^ 



GilE WORKED ON HER ENGINE, REPAIRING, OVERHAULING, UNTIL SHE WAS AS GOOD AS NEW... EVEN 
BETTER' BUT AN EMPTY TROLLFV CAR HAD NO SOUL" HER PASSENGERS LONG HAD LEFT HER,' SHE 
NEEDED THEM TO RIDE WITH HER... PASSENGERS SUITED TO GO THROUGH ETERNITY-- 
OeAO PASSENGSRS/ 




The old man nesled in the driver's 
seat, relishing the feel of the 
steel woman beneath him.' a loving 
hand fondled the accelerator .. 




IfcSlto 



©ESSIE COUSHED AND SPUTTERED AND 
WHEEZED/ AND THEN SHE BEGAN HUMMING 
AN EVEN, REGULAR, RHYTHMIC SOUND,.. THE 
SOUND OF A FINELY CRAFTED AAACHINE.' 



I'S'HE CAR CLATTERED DOWN THE OLD 
RAILS, CHRUSHING ROTTED TIES UNDER 
ITS WEIGHT.' HER CONDUCTOR PRAYED 
NOTHING WOULD GO WRONG, THAT SHE 
WOULD MAKE IT ONTO THE MAIN LINE IN 
ONE PIECE.' 



EASY NOW, BESS! I 
1 TAKE IT SLOW AND 
EASY.' 



Suddenly he feels metal wheelsI 
beneath him pass over the old r 
track onto the new^ firm, rigid 
rails,. .that welcome the steel 

CIRCLES' r 




m 



BilKE A MARIONETTE WHOSE STRINGS 
HAVE BEEN CUT HIS HAND INVOLUNTARILYL 
RELEASES ITS GRIP... 




■ ^^^'*° ^"E DEAP MAN'S BRAKe 

I BRI>(GS THE CAR TO A SCREECHING HALT 



1^ 



'HE STATION STARED BACK AT Hl«.' QUIET, 
5TILU UNRELENTING, IT NEVER FLINCHED, 
NEVER BLINKED, JUST STARED/ HE HELP 
HIS BREATH TO MAKE THE SILENCE 
COMPLETE. 




AT LAST! OWN THIS RARE 
SET OF PRINCE VALIANT 



Ml 



HARD-COVER BOOKS 
LARGE 7 X 10' SIZE 
128 EXCITING PAGES. 

Here is your once in a lifetime 
opportunity to own this fascinat- 
ing set of original, authentic ad- 
venture books. You'll thrill to the 
daring exploits of Prince Valiant, 
popular comics hero! 



ILLUSTRATED 
By The Great 
HAL FOSTER 



Follow Prince Valiant, Knight of 
King Arthur's Round Table as he 
wields the mighty Singing Sword 
for justice everywhere. Follow 
him in his travels as he seeks 
out tyrants, thieves and maraud- 
ing armies, engaging them in 
heroic battles. 

QUALITY MADE BOOKS 
TO LAST A LIFETIME 





Froni Book si 


From Book ;:;2- 


From Bask ^i 


From Book ^4— 


From Book ;r6- 


From Book =-7— 




"PRINCE VALIANT 




"PRINCE VALIANT'S 


"PRINCE VALIANT 


"PRINCE VALIANT AND 




FIGHTS ATTILA THE HUN" 




PERILOUS VOYAGE" 


IN THE NEW WORLD" 


THE THREE CHALLENGES 


ARTHUR" 




Eipedidon across tlif 


Golden tieas'jres lure 




Tfte Great Prince taces 


The youlhfiil pi i nee al 


Oarbancplundenng 


gleaming eipanse ol ine 


him 10 hatfowrng ad- 


new wurld before Ihe 


a nittiless king, black 






mysterioiis inland sea 


ventures in the jungles 


days of Columbus 


magic and a horde ol 


No. 2729 13.95 


No. 2T3Q S3.95 


No, 2T31 S3-9S 


of darXesI Africa 

No. 2732 13 95 


Ha. 2734 !3 9i 


savages' 

No. 273S S3.9S 



GENUINE p^/'nIed MOVIE MASKS 

DIRECT FROM HOLLYWOOD! 



D ENTIRE HEAD d 



Then 



on). EiQcllY I 



ciilable liee 



n 1h> ra- 

Jni.erial moviei. Crestud for 

luiiyely hy Hollywood'i Don 

StudlDi anil (ealuring the 

Hollywood Shin-TDK lured 





NOW AT LAST! 

A FULL SIZED, 

150 WATT 



Smm MOVIE PROJECTOR 



HOME MOVIE 
FILMS & SMM 
MONSTER FILMS. 



PERFECT FOR Handles 200 ft. of film. Blower cooled. Easy threading mech- 

tUnWINr YftllR *>'i'^^' Rapid motor rewind. Vertical tilt device. Manual framer, 
>nuninu luun ^^^ ^^ tnke-up reel, On-off switch, T 50-watt projection lamp. 
Rugged, precise, all metal construction. Easy to take apart for 
cleaning, A ctnch to thread, project, focus, rewind. Where there's 
a movie camera, there's a movie camera, there's got to be a pro- 
jector, and here's the perfect one — a full-size (9x5x10") unit 
with ruggedly built metol housing for amateurs as well as experts. 
Thunderbird proiector compares with others costing many times 
more — is perfect for both black-and-white and full color films. 
Both U.L. and OSA approved for absolute safety. Complete with 
a sturdy corrugated carrying cose. Only $ 29.95 plus $ 2.00 for 
safe shipping and handling. 




■l^-^l-<\^-^l^-v 



NOW! READ THESE 10 
SUSPENSE-FILLED BOOKS! 





THE MOST FANTASTIC FANTASY HERO IN FICTION! 
10 SUPER-GREAT TITLES! 



Thrill to the moil Hvige bitllM of fantiiy- ad venture's mightiest 
hero! CONAN, tlie bsibarian king! A powerlul £i>nt driven by ml- 
■nil luit, lie breveil tile uvegery ot enemir hordes end liniiter 
migic with a llerceness that knows no equil in edvenluis licllon. 
Get these triumphant epiu ot sword and lorcery! Order your copies 
by coupon! 




THE COMBUEROH 



THE FBtEBOOTEB 



Please RUSH my copies ol Con an idnntura book* 
■s marked. Special rate for all len boohs-S9 . 00 
postage free. Otherwise, add 20( (or each booK to 
cover the cost ol poitaie and handling. 
— .Con an _ __ 

ol Cimmeria 95< — Conan 95c 
Conan Conan 

The Adventurer 95<t. The FreebDotai95i( 
Conan Conan 

The Warrior 95c The Usurper 95c 
-Conan —Conan 

The Avenger 95^ 01 The Wei 95it 

—Conan — Conan 

The Wanderer 95* The Conqueror 9S(t 



